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red like apples from eve to adam 
you call it disobedience but i just wanted to offer to my love 
this jewel that i found 

in this garden of eden you built around me. 

it’s less beautiful when you see how garishly i fail to fit in, 
my claws snag blooms. 

my howl, it shakes the leaves off of their branches. 

my teeth bite into fruit that pulls away, 

rotting and contaminated. 


red like the blood that drips down the ancestral tree 
soaking a deep stain into an illusion of rings. 

and how do you help that heal? 

apple of my eye, blinded with rage. 

you can always rinse the surface, but the stain still remains. 


red like my mom’s hair during the best time of our lives 
and maybe that was just my childish perception, 

but i can’t help but think that maybe if she dyed it back 
i could stop feeling angry about something that i’ve lost. 


red like my hair now 

is this the best time of my life? 

as i fight every moment to survive 

bite at the hand that feeds me, meat tearing in my teeth 
how long will it take to drip clean? 

only then, limp and drained dry in my jaw 

will i feel any remorse for opening my maw 


red like the open wound 

which i now lick clean, laps of love. 

ive never done anything human, yet here i am 
trying to prove to myself that i know how 

to handle something gentle, soft, silent. 
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